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sorrow could ever be strong enough even to bow her to the
ground, far less to break her. She lived in the world like^a
red-barked switch of dogwood: flexible, beautiful and
accessible.
*' So you're flourishing ? " Gregor asked.
" Like the roadside henbane," Daria smiled dazzlingl^
half closing her radiant eyes.  She at once went over to the
mirror to adjust the hair which had broken free of her
kerchief, and to smarten herself up.
But she had always been like that, had Daria. There
was nothing to be done with such a woman, surely ? Piotra's
death had had the effect of spurring her on and, as soon as
she had recovered from the blow, she had grown still more
greedy of life, still more attentive to her outward appearance.
They awoke Duma, who was sleeping in the granary.
After crossing themselves, aU the family sat down at the
table.
" Oh, but you've grown old, brother I" Duma said
commiserately, fc You've gone as grey as a wolf."
Gregor gave her a silent, unsmiling look across the table,
and only then said :
" So I should. It's for me to grow old, and it's for you to
come of age, to look for a husband. . . . But I tell you this :
from to-day on you're to forget even to think about Mishka
Koshevoi. If from to-day on I hear that you're pining for
him I'll step on one of your feet, and I'll take hold of the
other, and I'll rip you in two like a little frog. Understand ? "
Dunia flamed up like a carrot, and gazed at Gregor
through her tears.
He did not turn his angry eyes away from her face, and
in all his harsh features, in the teeth bared beneath his
moustache, in his narrowed eyes the innate Melekhov, animal
traits emerged still more clearly.
But Dunia also was of the same breed. Recovering from
her embarrassment and shame, she quietly but resolutely
said:
" Don't you know, brother ? You can't command the
heart/'
*' The heart that does not obey you has to be torn out/'j
Gregor advised her coldly.
c* It's not for you to talk like that, my son," Ilinichna
thought, But at that point Pantaleimon ProkoffievicK,